MOURNING BECOMES ELECTRA
SMALL. God A'rnighty, Seth, be you glued to that jug?
MACKEL. Gol durn him, he's gittin' stingy in his old age!
SILVA. (bursts into song)
"A bottle of beer and a bottle of gin
And a bottle of Irish whis\ey oh!
So early in the morning
A sailor li\es his bottle oh!"
AMES, (derisively) You like your bottle 'ceptin* when your old
woman's got her eye on ye!
SILVA. She's visitin' her folks to New Bedford. What the hell I care!
(Bursts into song again)
"Hurrah! Hurrah 11 sing the jubilee
Hurrah! Hurrah! Her fol\s has set me free!"
AMES, (slapping- him on the bacQ God damn you, Joe, you're gittin*
to be a poet! (They all laugh.)
SMALL. God A'rnighty, Seth, ain't ye got no heart in ye ? Watch me
perishin' fur lack o' whiskey and ye keep froze to that jug! (He reaches
out for it.)
SETH. No, ye don't! I'm onto your game! (With a win\ at the
others) He's aimin' to git so full of Injun courage he wouldn't mind
if a ghost sot on his lap! Purty slick you be, Abner! Swill my licker
so's you kin skin me out o' my bet!
MACKEL. That's it, Seth! Don't let him play no skin games!
JOE. By God, if ghosts look like the livin', I'd let Ezra's woman's
ghost set on my lap! M'm! (He smacks his lips lasciviously.)
AMES.Me, too! She was a looker!             *   """
SMALL, (with an uneasy glance at the house) It's her ghost folks
is sayir^jiaunts thejplace^ ain't it?
SETH. (with a win\ atthe others) Oh, hers and a hull passel of others.
The graveyard's full of Mannons and they all spend their nights to
hum here. You needn't worry but you'll have plenty o' company,